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Confusion and Delay 


Marty sighed, putting his guitar down. "Come on guys, can't we just focus?" 


The band was supposed to be practicing their new song, A Tout Le Monde, but today it seemed like everyone 
was either distracted or distracting someone else. David was currently waving waving a bag of coffee in the 
air and trying to tell everyone how great it was (‘Looks like he had a bit too much coffee: Marty thought to 
himself), and Nick was walking around with his drumsticks stuck up his nose. And Dave.. Marty looked around 
the small room that they were practicing in. Where was Dave? Setting down his black PRS SE guitar, his 


shoulders slumped in defeat. So much for practicing the new song! 

"Hey guys! Ready to practice?" Dave suddenly burst into the room, holding a sheet of paper in his hand. 
Marty eyed the singer suspiciously. Was he on drugs? Or had he just caught the highly infectious hyperness 
of David and Nick? The guitarist shrugged in resignation, picking up his guitar. ‘Might as well play along and see. 
At least we'll be practicing! Sliding the strap onto his neck and pulling his hair out from underneath it, Marty 


ran through a quick major scale. 


"You guys." He tried to get the attention of David and Nick, whose laughter had disintegrated into hyena-like 


shrieking. 


Looking over, Marty groaned. There was absolutely no way in hell that he would be able to get them to 
practice seriously now. Nick had pulled his sweatshirt up over his head so only his face was poking out, and 
still had the drumsticks up his nose. 


"Look, I'm a walrus!" Nick choked out in between his crippling bursts of laughter. 


David collapsed onto the floor, gasping for air. Clutching his sides, he rolled back and forth, gripped in the 
throes of hysterical laughter. 


Dave snorted and began to chuckle from his spot by the mic stand, and Marty just groaned in despair. 

"Can we please just practice, guys?" He asked, even though he already knew the answer. 

To the guitarists surprise however, his band-mates seemed to actually listen to him. David picked himself up 
off of the floor, wiping the tears of laughter from his eyes, Nick fixed his sweatshirt and removed the 


drumsticks from his nose, and Dave cleared his throat and looked over the piece of paper that had the lyrics 


written on it. 


Everyone soon had their respective instruments ready to rock, and Dave gave the lead-in. Marty's fingers 


began to move across the neck of his guitar, and the red-head began to sing. 


"Don't remember where | was, 


| realized, life was a game." 
Nick was sitting at his drum-set patiently, waiting to come in. 


"The more seriously | took things, 
The harder the rules became." 


David was looking longingly towards his cup of coffee. 


"| had no idea what it'd cost, 

My life passed before my eyes. 

| found out how little | accomplished, 
All my plans denied." 


Nick threw himself into his drumming, David became absorbed in his bass playing, and Dave began to strum 


chords on his own guitar. 


"So as you read this know my friends, 


I'd love to stay with you all." 


Marty was engrossed in his guitar playing, but he noticed David and Nick making faces at each-other out of 
the corner of his eye. He groaned mentally, praying that they would at least make an effort to stay serious 


and not mess up. 


“Smile when you think of me, 


My body's gone, that's alll" 
‘Almost to the chorus, we'll be fine.. We can do this: Marty reassured himself in his thoughts. 


"A tout le monde! 
A tout mes amis! 
Je vous aime, 

Je dois partrir. 


These are the last words, I'll ever speak-" 

Dave took a deep breath, and Marty noticed a gleam of mischief in his eyes. ‘Oh no. Please not him too: 
"IM SEXY AND | KNOW IT!" 

Everything screeched to a halt. Marty closed his eyes and massaged his forehead. Dave was using his mic 
stand to support himself so he didn't fall down onto the ground from laughing too hard. David looked a bit 


shell-shocked, and Nick had proceeded to fall off of his seat behind the drums. 


Sighing, Marty set down his guitar and couldn't help but start to laugh as his band-mates practically died of 


laughter. "So much for practicing.” 


